MONOTONY
longer shouldered any responsibility. I was one of a group,
and my capacity for decision was blunted.
But it was no use. Peter returned from his hunting, happy
at having had a good day while I minded the house—for Li
too had been away. Peter said he wanted to get on. He
cherished a dubious theory about luck and at every stop he
invented variations on it. He held that it was reasonable to
anticipate a favourable turn of the wheel of our fortunes, that
in view of the numerous difficulties we had had to overcome
since we set out, we must inevitably and soon strike a series of
strokes of luck.
Peter had just been seeing a lama in a tent where—a by no
means normal phenomenon—there was a watch. The lama
told him that the Prince of Teijinar, whose name was Dorji
Teiji, had gone away, to Ghass. Now Ghass Kul is the last
oasis in the west of the Tsaidam on the trail that leads to
Turkestan. The Prince's setting out on such a journey
implied a possibility that communications with the great
adjoining province—the goal of our journey—were being re-
established.
Amurh Sam.
The next day we paid a visit to the Sleeping Beauty, a
laughing Mongol woman whom Peter had discovered asleep
in the sun beside her sheep. The Mongols of the Tsaidam,
when they arrive at a yurt, utter the greeting: "Amurh so/in?*
which means "Good luck" or "A blessing on your flocks."
Then the guest sits, Turkish fashion, on the ground, to the
left of the fire, which is the noble section of the habitation,
for there, set against the wall, is the bracket on which are
placed the sacred book and the little cups of offerings filled
with butter or water. That bracket and its burden con-
stituted the only difference between the Mongolian Buddhist
yurts and the Kirghiz Moslem yurts which I knew so well.
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